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And insensibly the skies clouded over so that presently he did
r>ot seem to need his parasol any more. God ceased to be a
consuming fire.
We are not arguing here. I am simply recording in-
disputable facts: I am telling the story of one little boy, who
grew up to be a hero as you shall hear, and I cannot help it if
his story becomes for a moment the story of countless millions
of other little souls. This is how Christians temper their
faith and how they are able to behave as they do behave in
spite of its stupendous imperatives.
chapter 6
Advertised to Death
E
DWARD ALBERT'S mother died when he was
thirteen. The elderly doctor who attended her last
illness certified that she died of " bronchitis". It was a
prevalent custom in those days to certify for bronchitis and
probe no deeper into the matter. Doctors are a mentally
overworked race, and in this matter of diagnosis they have
their own epidemic and epidemic disorders. As a matter
of fact she died, as a great number of people died in those days,
of a surfeit of patent medicine advertisements.
Because in that golden age of freedom, security and oppor-
tunity in which our story opens, people enjoyed, among other
enviable liberties, great liberty of salesmanship, and a number
of enterprising business men, realising that a vast majority o
their fellow-creatures suffered from internal pains and
discomforts due to the consumption of well-advertised but
unwholesome foods, to the unhygienic quality of their housing
and employment, and to the survival at a low level of existence
of multitudes of individuals who would have been far better
dead, devoted themselves to their exploitation. This great
uneasy majority constituted from the point of view of sales-
manship a mass of consumers to be catered for with a view to

